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seek. We are passing onward, and for your protec-
tion, princess, you are welcome to go with us.'5
And weary with her loneliness Damayanti joined the
band of merchants. But one night while the com-
pany was resting a herd of wild elephants set upon
them and trampled many of them to death. Others
escaped into the forest, though some fell dead with
fear, and the whole company was dispersed and
scattered. Then some blamed the princess for this
misfortune and began to search for her to put her
to death, if indeed the elephants had not already
killed her in their mad stampede. But Damayanti,
hidden beneath a fallen tent, heard what they said,
and effecting her escape she wandered on once more
into the forest, until she came to a great clearing
where stood a royal city shining gloriously in the
sunlight.

Weary and footsore, clad in a single ragged
garment, the princess passed through the streets of
the city followed by a crowd of wondering and
mocking children, until she came to the gateway of
the king's palace. Now at that moment the king's
mother was walking upon the roof with her attend-
ants, and when she saw Damayanti with a jostling
crowd around her, and knew from her gait that she
was of noble birth, she sent a messenger to her
begging her to come within the palace ; and there
the wandering princess told part of her sad story,
concluding, as she always did, with loving praise of
Nala. For whenever she spoke of him to a third
person she forgot all his weakness, and in piteous